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couldn't arouse and capture an audience like Rudd, but he gol bis point 
across. 

After Machtinger left the stage 1 joined a group from Cleveland. As it 
turned out, they were discussing police undercover agents. "They 
should be killed," someone said as 1 sat down. When 1 found out who 
they were talking about killing. I wanted lO RCt up and runo This was 
getting personal. 

"Before you can kili thern, you have lO cateh them." the group Ieader 
remarked. "Our question is, how do you cateh them? How do you ten if 
it's a pig? How does he act?" He looked straight at me when he askcd the 
question. 

How do 1 get involved in these discussions, I thougbt. But it was too 
late to back out. "It would depend on his mission." I said. 

"Goahead." 
"Well, say he was sent into a collective lO be a provocateur. In this case, 

he'd always be ready to lead others into some vioIent acL For example, 
he'd be the first guy ready to blow up the f in' ROTe Building." 
The group was listening to me, so I continued more foreefuUy. "On the 
other hand, if the pig just wants lO infiltrate a group. he's not lOing to 
sayas mucho And he probably won't lake pan in any demonstration 
where sorne form of violence is planned." The group was so intercsted 
that I began to think I had gone too far in myexplanation. 

"1 think it goes deeper than that," one guy said. "There are a lot of 
pigs who grow beards and try to gel inlO the movement, but they ncver 
really understand the philosophy. ~t's  how they getcaugbt. Therc are 
probablya few pigs in this hall rigbt now, but nobody really deep in the 
movement." 

"Why do you say that?" 
"Because the pigs won't live the lile style. They may growa beard, but 

they'll go horne at night." 
The guy was right for the most pan. I supported him by teUing the 

group about the cop in Cincinnati who tried lO get inlO the coDective.lt 
got a good laugh. 

Another person spoke up. "1 don't agree. I thinlt there are some pigs 
who can adapt to our life style. If we accept a generalizalion lik the onc 
you just stated, we can get into tróuble. If we let our guard down. the 
next thing we'lI know is that some pig is pointing a revolver at our heads. 
I wouldn't be surprised to find pigs in this room right now." 

After leaving this short COUTSC on "How lO Spot a Pig." 1 bumped into 
Eddie Schaefler. I hadn't seen him lince the night we arrived. He was 
leaving the hall with a couple of White Panthers and asked if I wanted to 
go along. 1 refused. 1 thought it best to slay around the hall, although 1 
feh very confined. 

The morning turned slowly into afternoon, and afternoon crept into 

106 

~ 

!
"­

r•

evening. In between, a battery of nameless faces spoke into the micro­
phone. Most of them just reinforced what ltudd or Dohrn had already 
said, although Ted Gold, a member of the Weawr Burcau, spoke more 
about the need lor Weatherrnen to have CIosc tlCS Wlth rcvoiuuona~  

'Ou s ID o er countnes t were un .. lID 15m. sal 

the u umate $uccess o e ea erman movement e n e u n the 
success o o er Ir - or er orces. 

ac spea er tne to IDluate e te; ea wanted to stimulate a deep 
discussion on a particular phase of Weatherman philosophy. 

As the session carne to a close, I found Naomi rapping about women's 
role in the revolution with a group from San Francisco. There were 
seven people in the group, and five were women. I joined in at the end 
of the discussion, but the only thing I was thinking about was foad. AH I 
had eaten were donuts. As the discussion broke up, I asked Naomi if she 
wanted a hot dogo My question starded her. She was deeply involved and 
hadn't thought about foad until now. She agreed. 

We got the last two hot dogs at the snack counter. I devoured mine in 
a few bites, but Naomi nibbled hers. She was still wound up with confer­
ence business. By the time we left the hall, our ride back to the school 

had already left.
"We can thumb a lift with someone else," I said. We were standing on 

the front steps. The night was cold, but not as bone-chilling as it had 
been. The sky was bright. 

"No. Wait," she said, "Iet's walk." 
"Irs two miles." 
"So, if we get tired we can thumb." 
She put her arm through mine, and we strolled off. I wanted to ask 

her about Cleveland and the meeting with her future in-Iaws, but didn't; 
it was best not to show any concern. I looked down at her walking beside 
me, wondering how we would have reacted to each other if we had met 
under different circumstances. After a few blocks of idle chatter, she 
asked, "Do you think we're getting anywhere at this council?" She didn't 
wait for an answer. "I've been involved in the movement so long, I want 
to be sure we're going in the right direction. There's so much to be done. 
Sa many people who need our help. Do you think we can reaHy accom­

plish anything here, Larry?" 
I wanted to say no. To scream, for God's sake, no. Go home. Give up 

this idiotic idea about revolution before a lot of you get killed or injured 
or busted. But even if I did tell her that, she wouldn't have listened to 
me. She was dedicated to a cause. 

What I said instead was, "We're getting to know each other's 

problems."
She murmured something and walked another half block in silence 

before answering. "Do you realize how heavy this council is?" 
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Did I? If they did half of what was being talked about, there was going 
to be a lot of hell to pay in the coming months. 

She continued. ""1 wonder how many of us are willing lo make the 
commitment. We're talking about war. Picking up the gun. Sorne of us 
will be killed. Sorne innocent people will be kiUed. 1 know it has lo be 
done, but are we going about it in the right way?" 

1 didn't know how to answer her questions. She was looking for lOme 
reinforcement for her own philosophy. 

'Tve bcen in the 1D0vement all my life, Larry. My parenta were dedi­
cated cOlDlDunists. 1 guess they still are, OOt they pve up before they 
accomplished anything. Not only them, OOt ~whole generatiOn. Most 
01 them are living the fat lives they were figbting against. They contrib­
ute to us now and then, but their movement is dead. It's up 10 us, Larry." 

She stopped abruptly as if she had dwelled long enough on the puL 
She returned to the present: "You were in Vietnam. You saw how we're 
destroying the country for the sau of Nixon's puppets. But in Nonh 
Vietnam, it's even worse. 1 was there. 1 saw the hospitals we bombed, the 
factories we blew up, the civilian casualties we caused. Just so sorne fat 
capitalists could get fatter. 

"But the North Vietnamese people aren't giving up. Thcy're winning 
the war despite all our propaganda. They're winning because they have 
spirit. 1 lDet a girl who had shot down one of our war planes. Imagine. A 
14-year-old girl who had the nerve lo stand in a field and shoot at a hig, 
screarning, frightening jet. She shot it down, and the townspeople cap­
tured the pilot. It was wonderful to be with cbose people. They're taking 
on the rnonster and winning. And so can we. We have to have the spirit 
of that little Vietnamese girl. 1 was so proud of her, 1 had my picture 
taken with her." 

When Naomi talked like that, 1 didn't understand her. 1 could take 
her through village after village where the Viet Cong had massacred the 
men, women and children, leaving their bodies ripped apan. 

She continued to talk. "When we're ready, Larry. we can gel all the 
help we need. And anything we want to carry out our lDission. That's 
why we have to be sure we're going in the right direction now. We don't 
want to waste time with a falsc stan." 

By help, 1 assurned she was talking about Nonh Vietnam and Cuba. 
There was an unspoken knowledge within the movement that, when the 
time carne, we could get guns, ammunition, explosives. even training 
from other countries. And it made sensc. What Third-World guerrilla 
force wouldn't contribute to overthrowing the U. S.? 

"What did the Weather Bureau want to accomplish when they called 
this council?" 1 asked. 

1 was feeling colder and tired as hell of all this revoltuionary talk. 1 

lOS 

i grabbed Naomi's hand and started to run. "Come on. It will help us 

warm up."
She started laughing, and followed along. We Tan too fast, and she 

tripped off a curb, but 1 caught her before she fell onto me street. 1 held 
her dose for an instant. It was unreal. We should have been coming back 
from a dinner date, not returning to an encampment of budding 

guerrillas.
Soon 1 saw the lights of the school cutting out little squares in the 

darlmess ahead. We Tan the last 100 yards. 1 was so cold. 1 couldn't feel 
me heat when we walll.ed into the building. 

Before wc reached our dassroom, we could hear Benediet's angry•
! 
f VOK:e. When he saw me walk into the room, he snapped: "Where the hell� 

have you been?"� 
"We missed our ride and had to walk back."� 
Naomi was taking off her coat. "What's the trouble?" she asked.� 
Bennett was still glaring at me. "1 thought you were going to warn� 

everybody about bringing grass up here."� 
1 was stunned. "1 did. Why?"� 
"That f-ing friend of yours got busted for smoking tonight."� 
1 knew he meaOl Schaeffer. "How did i~  happen?"� 
"He and those f---ing White Panther friends of his borrowed a car� 

and went for a ride. The pigs followed them a couple of miles outside of� 
town and made the bust when they lit up. That's all we needed. Hell, this� 
could give the pigs an excuse for breaking in on the sessions tomorrow. 
And if that happens, it won't look good for us. Any of us. They think 
we're a little weak in Cincinnati as it is." 

Bennett was obviously more concerned about how the Weather Bu­
reau was going to reaet than by the fact that Schaeffer was sitting in jail. 

"How much bail does he need?" 1asked. 
"1 don't know." 
"It can't be mucho Maybe we have enough bread to spring him." 
Bennett tumed away from the window. "1 don't think we have $100 

amongus."
1 reached iOlo my pocket and pulled out my money. It totaled $35. 

"Let's take up a collection. There's a couple of hundred people in the 
school. I'm sure we can raise enough." 

Bennett didn't answer. 1 turned to leave the room. "Wait a minute," he 
said. "Even if we can come up with the bread, we're not getting him out." 

1didn't understand. "Youcan't leave him in the slam," 1 snapped. 
He walked to the center of the room with a pensive look. "We have to," 

he said. "It will teach him a lesson. When 1 said no grass, 1 meant it. If 
this council is in jeopardy, it's because of him. Leave him there. And 1 
mean it, Grathwohl." 
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Bennett stalked out of the room. Naomi carne over 10 DIe. "He's right, 
you know." 

Schaeffer was the feature topic of conversation for the reDlainder of 
the evening. 1 felt sorry for him. 1 couId visualize him pacing bis jail cell 
Iike a caged aniJnal. It was a horrible thougbt. It was lace when we went 
to hed. 

The next morning 1 left for me baDroom earlier than the othen 
because 1 was assigned to security duty al me front cIoor. Bennett had 
volunteered my services. 1 a1ways seemecl 10 encl up with duties like mat 
because of my size. My instruetions were 10 bar anybody who didn't have 
a valid pass or who wasn't accompanied by one of me Weathermen with 
identification. 

People started arriving about 9:15 A.M. A couple of local newsmen 
showed up early, looking for Mark Rudd. 1 wouldn't let theDl in, but 1 
did tell them that an official statement would be handed out latero They 
moved over to the side of the steps and waited. 

An unmarked police car with two plaindothes copa in the front seat 
cruised down the street to take a position halfway up the block. A televi­
sion camera crew set up on the sidewalk 10 film. There was more aetion 
out in the street than inside. 

The first Weather Bureau penon 10 show up was BilI Aren. Aven, 
the son of the president of Commonwealth EdÍllOll of tMIlOIS, had been 

smce 1963. when be enteFéd t& Universitv Of Michi. 
gano He had a reputation lor being radical and violent. He walked up 
"tJie"'Siairs pompously and started to pass by me. 

1 held out my arm to block his path. He was a few inches shorter than 
me, but very broad. 

"What are you doing, man?" he snapped. 
"Where's your pass?" 
He tried to shove by me again, but 1 moved in front of him. "Get out 

of my way:' he shouted. 1 didn't move. He was furious. 
"Do you know who 1 am?" 
1 pretended not to. 
''1'm BiIl Ayers." 
1 shrugged my shoulders. "You still need a pass." 1 was enjoying my 

work. At age 25 Ayers, along with Bernardine Dohrn, probably had the 
most authority within the Weathermen. Slowing him down was fun. The 
more furious he became, the more adamantly 1 demanded that he pro­
duce a� pass. A crowd was collecting at the door by now because they 
couldn't get through. Most of them knew Ayen, so it was embarrassing 
for him. 

He decided to get tough and threatened to knock me on my ass. 1 
grabhed him by his jacket and pushedhim aside, but before anything 
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more happened, Eric Burns, who was in charge of security, carne bound­
ing out of the meeting hall. He vouched for Ayen, but 1 silll feigned 
great concem about aUowing mm in without a paII. Burns said he'd take 

~  the responsibility, 10 1 gave in. When chey both finally disappeared in­
~ side, 1 turned back. lO checking the other passes, but 1 couldn't keep 

from laughing lO myself. 
The two reporten who were standing on the side of the door came 

" 
~ back. over lO talk. with me. 1 rapped with them for a while. 1 didn't think 
~ they believed the war council was semus, and 1 wished 1 could have let 

them in lO sec for themselves. 
1 was assigned lO the door all moming. After the hall became 

crowded, 1 didn't do anything but sit on a folding chair in the small 
hallway separating the front door from the main ballroom. Nobody tried 
to crash in. Benedict's worry about a police raid was unfounded. 

1 also had security duty the last morning of the convention. By now we 
had lost about 100 conventioneers; the conference had become redun­
dant. With a well-structured program, everything could have been ac­
complished in two days. However, the longer conference probably elimi­
nated some of the movement people who were not absolutely dedicated. 
lt also eliminated some of the fringe groups. The White Panthers had 
gone by the end of the second day, and 1 didn't see the people from the 
Bay area revolutionary group the third day. Even the few local blacks 
who had attended the first two sessions didn't come back. The confer­
ence had already made its point: we had to "pick up the gun and raise 
the level of struggle." The continued meetings on~y  served to ram this 
slogan home.

We left Flint on December 31. The spirit was high. Everybody had the 
feeling that we were on the verge of dramatic action. Everybody hung 
around the school untillate in the day, rapping about the council. For aH 
practical purposes, it turned out to be a fifth session. 

lt was New Year's Eve. Back in Cincinnati, my friend Brewer was f 
¡� 

planning a party. lt had been a historic year. Neil Armstrong stepped 
from a space ship onto the surface of the moon and got a telephone call 
from President Nixon. But it was also the end of a violent decade: three 
major political assassinations and over 40,000 killed in the country's 
longest war. And here 1 was in a church school in the middle of a rap 
session about blowing up the country. 
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As soon as we got back to Cincinnati, me porges began. Bill Ayers was in 
town to lead the dismissal of ITlemben who were not conaidered totaIly 
committed to the movement. When Ayers arrived. he caUed Bennett, 
Harmon, Spiegel, and Bittner to a special meeting in a downtown motel, 
where they could talk freely. 

The meeting began January 2, 1970. WhiIc it was going oo. Barry 
Stein took charge of the collective because Naomi was in Cleveland get­
ting married to Bill Milton. The sudden. promotion to leadership. even 
though it was temporary, greatly inflated Stein's ego. He hac:l a difficult 
time adjusting to this newly assumed power. howeYer. Consequendy, it 
was a fairly easy trick to disappear for me afternoon to repon to Murrish 
on the war council at his office. 1 did talLe extra precautiona in getting 
there, though. 1 walked through two department stores, including Mc­
Alpine's, and browsed in a bookstore to lose anybody who might be 
following ITle. 

My meeting with Murrish was extremely tedious. He made me go aver 
and over all the incidents that had occurred duriog the four day' in 
Flint, elaboratiog here and there on particular events. He questioned me 
very carefully about the speech Bernardine Dohrn made the first night 
although, judgin~  froID his guestions. he aIread! knew what sbe had 
said. My report was probablr used to ,übstántiate what had been turned 

in lO other FBI olfices. With Murrish doing me questioning, 1 certainly 
didn't leave out any details. He was a very methodical mano Every time 1 
thought me meetingwas over, Murrish would say: "Now, are you posi­

f

tive you don't remember anything more?" 
"I'msure," 
"AU right, then. But before you 80, teU me one more time about the 

sessions on the greasers. Just lO double check," 
When he was finally satisfied, 1 felt drained. After closing his note­

book, he pushed back in his chair. "Do you want another cup of coffee?" 
"No more," 1 said in self-defense. 1 had already had five., He asked about my jobo 1 told him 1 had taken me week off between 

Chrisunas and New Year's daybecause it was usuaUy slow at this time of 
year, anyway. People were bringing things back, not buying. 

"Whatdo you make at the store?" he asked. 
"About $145 a week," 
He was silent for a momento "I'U try to get you sorne money," 
1 was surprised. 1 had never asked for any money, and he had never 

mentioned it before. 
"What for?" 1 asked. 
"You put in a good week's work for me. I'U try to reimburse you for 

what you missed at the store plus another $50 for expense money." 
Although 1 could use the cash, 1 didn't want Murrish to think 1 was 

motivated by money. 1 told him that. 
He said he understood how 1 felt, but insisted that 1 had earned the 

money. "When 1 get a check, you'U have to come in to sigo for it," 
Murrish stood up and shook my hand. "Good job," he said. "If you 

need any help straightening this out at McAlpine's, let me know. I'll be 
glad to call them. We appreciate what you're doing and wish more pea­
pie were as concerned." 

1 thanked him. "You'll hear from me," 1 said, and left. 1 was glad to 
have the money. If 1 was going to stay in the collective, it was obvious 1 
couldn't continue working at McAlpine's. 1 considered taking Murrish 
up on his offer to smooth things over, but what good would that do in 
the long run? 1 decided to call the manager on my way back to the 
collective. 1 told him 1 was quitting. 1 didn't give him a reason and he 
didn't ask for one; he didn't exactly sound disappointed. 

When 1 got back to the coUective, Stein was romping about giving 
orders. As saon as 1 walked in, he grabbed me. "Grathwohl, I've got an 
important job for you," he barked, without even asking where I'd been. 

"Your friend Schaeffer is back in town, but he says he's quitting." 
The way we had treated him in Flint, 1wouldn't have blamed hirn if he 

blew up the collective. 1 guessed that Stein was concerned about Schaef­
fer's decision because he didn't want anybody quitting while he was in 
charge. Stein had decided that Anne WallOn and rnyself should go out to 
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Schaeffer's house and talk him out of quitting. Why not, I thoughL of the Flint council and how it was imperative that we raise the level ofWhen 1 told Anne, she was eager for the chaUenF' stfuggle. Of course, to aceomplish this, we nceded truly dedicated peo­Schaeffer was staying at his parents' borne in a suburban pan of west­ern Cincinnati. 1 had called Eddie lO teU him we were comin.. and he ~ 

pie who had only one goal on their minds. Then shc: made a startling
,announcement. "The collective has been reorganízed," she said, lookingwas waiting for ,us outside w hen we drove up. 1 stared at him as be carne around the room to study the reaction. "We fe1t it neeessary to restruc­down me walk. He had his coat collar puUed up around bis ean. and 1 ture ourselves so that we can move faster and more effectively." Theneouldn't see bis face very clearly, but there was somethin1J funny about she added: "Bennett and Harmon have been purged from thehim. As he got closer, 1 started lO laup. He had a cloeeIy croppedhaircut. Weathermen."

She went into a long explanation. She wanted a1l of us to understandr"What did you do, enlist again?" 1 joked as he reacbed the caro
"F 

that Harmon and Bennett had failed to move the collective forward,you," he snapped, c1imbina ioto che back seat. He said the which jeopardized the entire movement. She praised Harmon for hiscops in Flint had cut his hair off. -past work. He had been instrumental in setting up the Denver coIlective.Iy.le went to a quick-service drive-in restaurant not far from bis house t­ "But our political goals have changed quite a bit since John was in Den­but, instead of eating in the car, we went insidc and took a comer booth.We ordered hamburgers and Coke, then began rapping. Anne flung 
ver," she said, "and he has not kept up with the leve1 we're functioning
on now."herseJf into the job of saving Schaeffer for che cause as il it were apersonal crusade. She rambled on for an hour about why he was needed 

Another factor was Harmon's refusal either to leave his wife and two
children for the sake of the movement or to bring them into the collec­before taking a break, and that was a forced one; she had lO lO lO the tive. As for Bennett, he was "not political enough." In other words, hejohn. When she left the table, 1 asked Schaetfer a simple question: "Are was nonviolent.you tired of a11 this?" The room was quiet while Bittner explained the reasons for the re-He didn't answer me, but 1 knew he was. Everything was sett1ed. He strueturing. Then she announced that Naomi had been elevated to pri­was out. Anne returned and continued her same line apio, but this time mary leadership. alongside Spiegel and herse1f. The last statement shotshe didn't carry on as long, and we drifted off inlO politia in Fneral.Then we drove Schaeffer home. When he gol out of the car, aII he said 
an aTTOW through Barry Stein's ego. He had been priming himseIf to

was, "1'11 see you around." 
move up the ladder. 1 glanced over at him to catch his reaetion, but he
didn't show any emotion.The next couple of days were fiIled with arguments. It began when Hal Lincoln, however, did. He objected vehemently to the purging ofStein heard we hadn't convinced Schaeffer lO return. He gol angry with Bennett and Harmon. "Who made the decision?" he demanded. "WhyAnne and me. Then he started blaming everybody for failing to execute weren't we al1 consulted?" A collective was supposed to function on itshis plans properly. The spirit generated during the council at Flint wasdisintegrating.
own, yet it was apparent that the Weather Bureau was dictating the
moves.Then, on January 4 we were a11 caUed to a meeting at St. John'sUnitarian Church. Naomi and Milton had returned from Clevéland the 

Spiege1 defended the decision. So did Naomi. Debate was encouraged.
It was better to have aH the dissatisfactions aired now. It was impossiblesame day. They walked into the hOUM: ca.rrying a color ~levision set, a 

~ 

complete set of dishes for eight, silverware, and money. Naomi laughed «,f to move forward unless everyone had a complete understanding of the
as she produced the loot. action and agreed with it.

Bittner reiterated that the plan to attack the local power strueture"1 wonder if Ché had color TV," 1 muaed. aggressively would be impossible under Bennett and Harmon. They had"We're selling it," Naomi snapped. Then she laughed. failed to capitalize on any local issues in the past, so they could not beWe all left for the meeting together. It was being held in the samebasement dassroom at the church where 1 had attended my first Weath­
trusted to change in the future. Lincoln finaHy gave up his argument,

erman meeting. Karen Bittner and Mike Spiegel were wai;fag. 1 had 
but he was not pacified.

Bittner then turned to a new subject. She said that sorne of us wouldexpeeted to see BiIl Ayers, but he wasn't there. 1 was wondering if he'dremember me. Then 1 noticed that Harmon and Bennett were missing 
be sent to Cuba as a Venceremos Brigade. She announced that Arlo
Jacobs was in charge of coordinating our activities with the Venceremosalso. 1 assumed that the three of thel1l had gone off on another mission. people.Karen opened the meeting. She began by building up the importanee The Venceremos Brigades were started by people in the United States 
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who were sympathetic lo the Cuban Revolution. Venceremos was a 
Spanish� slogan used by Ché Guevara. meaning "We shall overcome." 
The brigades were organized as work forces 10 help the Cubans harvest 
their sugarcane erop. Because the U. S. restricted direct travel to Cuba, 
members of me brigades had lo talle devious routes 10 reach their des­
tination.� Some traveled to Canada and then by boat 10 Cuba, while 
others went by way of Mexico. Weathermen seized the opportunity of 
going to Cuba. Not only eould they aetuaIIy work for a succesaful revolu­
tionary government, but once in Cuba they hlId the opportunity lo get 
professional training in weapons and guerrilla 1acIic:s. When Naomi was 
in Cuba, she was trained in the uae of sophisticated weapons such as the 
AK4 7 rnaehine gun and was given assurauces that 30y serious revolu­
tionary group in the U. S. would gel help when it was needed. 

Bittner said it was still not determined who would be asked to go to 
Cuba, but that we should all regard it as a fantastic opponunity, espe­
cially the women. "Women aren't :second-dass citizens in Cuba," she 
stated. "The Cuban women fougbt aIongside tbe men 10 overthrow a 
racist, ehauvinistie government. And the Federation of Cuban Women is 
eontinuing to work to make the revolutionary economy as produetive as 
possible. They're working for the whole society and not just the selfish 
family unit. Those of you who go 10 Cuba will enjoy a fantastic experi­
enee that will help you the rest of your Iives." 

It sounded like Karen was ernplo)"ed by a Cuban travel agency. Afkr 
she finished, I was ready to paek my bap. Luekily, this was a fteeting 
desire. Karen ended the meeting by reminding us that tonight's changes 
were only the beginning of a new dedicarlon 10 action and progress. 

Our methods did become more vioIent. We started manufaeturing 
small explosive devices, using eherry-bomb firecrackers reinforced with 
extra powder and adhesive so they'd stick 10 windows. By placing a lit 
cigarette over the wick of the cherry bomb, an individual had plenty of 
time to leave the area before the device exploded. This was a step for­
ward for members of the Cincinnati collective. Up 10 this time, if we 
wanted a window broken, we merely tbrew a rock tbrough ita 

One night these eherry-bomb devices were used to blow out an entire 
series of windows at Indian HiIIs High SchooI. However, sorne of the 
bombs were left by mistake in Tom Udall's car, and tbe police, aeting on 
a tip from a witness, went to Udall's house, searched tbe car, and then 
arrested him. I didn't take part in the aetion, and I was really sorry to 
hear that Tom was busted. But his mother bailed hirn out imrnediately. 
He repaid her by stealing her car and driving to Yellow Springs, the 
Venceremos Brigade's rendezvous point, to join up. 

As the month progressed, we purged Hal Lineoln, and BiII Milton 
quito Lineoln beeame expendable ~cause  he eonstantly defended Har­
mon and Bennett after they were kicked out. On the other hand, BiII 
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Milton had begun to display a lack of concern for movement activities. 
-;¡¡,--­ He was constandy making up excuses for not going on night actions, and 
~ 

~. 

he spent an increasing amount of time working on the car his parents 
had given him as a wedding presento Tbis was ironie because, shortly 

~ 

before he quilo bis car was ruined by a group of neighborhood greasers 
who threw stink bombs ioto it, slashed the tires, and smashed a side 

~¡ window.� 
~
 The night Milton quit, he was in a gloomy mood. He packed his 

dothes, then went down into the living room to take the television seto 
When Jacobs and I saw what he had planned, we blocked his way. 

"No way, man," Jacobs said. "That tube stays here. We already have a 
buyerforiL" . 

l'� 
Millon started to argue, but not too aggressively. He looked at Jacobs,� 

then glanced over at me. We were both bigger than he was. Without� 
another word, he turned around and left the house like a whipped� 

I '.cJ 

puppy. 
On anua 15, the Weather Bureau assi ed a tou h-mind 

SD r DI nne Don hi to our colleetive. As soon as she arrived 1 
sensed 1 was in for trouble. 

Naomi and Mike Spiegel picked Donghi up at the airpon the night she 
arrived. When they got back to the house, 1 was sitting downstairs read­
ing. It was extremely cold outside, and Dianne was wrapped up like an 
Eskimo. But when she took off her coat, 1 had to stare at her outfit. She 
was wearing a purple see-through blouse with no bra, grey Levi's, and 
boots. It took a while before 1 noticed the boots. 

As soon as we were introduced, she showed such a keen interest in me 
that 1 was leery of her. 

"So you're Grathwohl," she said. "We have a lot to talk about. I've only 
heard about you through other sources." 

Although 1 wasn't the only one she questioned during the next few 
days, she spent more time with me than anyone else. She wanted to know i� about my days running in the streets in Cincinnati, especially my bouts 
with the police. Then she questioned me at length about Vietnam. AI­
though the questions were penetrating, she was always affable. She never 
demanded to know anything. However, 1 did find out through Murrish 
that she made attempts to check on my stories about the police by calling 
the juvenile record bureau. cIaiming to be an employer of mine. 

One day when we were rapping in the kitchen. 1 said: "You don't seem 
to trust me." 

She laughed, but didn't answer. 
Right after Dianne arrived, several other new Weathermen were as­

signed to Cincinnati, incIuding John Skardis, Roben Carter, and Carol 
Stanton. They all knew Donghi. 

One night, when about ten of us were in the living room, Arlo Jacobs 
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and Lisa Misel began accusing Naomi and myself of being monogamous.• 
We denied it, of course. 1 said the char~  was ridiculous because Naomi 
was marrícd to Milton. 

"Bullshit," Lisa said. "They got married for a good reason. To help all 
of USo But the relatipnship between you two is selfish." 

Dianne didn't say a word during the criticism, but she watehed our 
reactions very dosely. She studied our expraaions and listened intendy 
to everything we said in our own defenae. TIte lIeSSion didn't last very 
long, and even Arlo and Lisa didn't push Da very bard. It was because of 
Naomi. Everybody knew she was dedicated ro me movement, yet they 
wanted ro let her know that ahe wasn't beyond rebuke. 

Two days later N aomi was assigned to Detroit. 1 went ro the bus atabon 
with her and bought the ticket. 

"rOl sure this is my fault," 1 said. 
"lt's not anybody's fault," she said. "We have work ro do, and it can't 

be accomplished in Cincinnati. Our feelinp as individuals can't be con­
sidered when you're planning for the overall good." 

The call came for her bus. Naomi turned 10 me: "Give Dianne a 
chanceo She's very skeptical of those who haven't been in the movement 
very long." 

1 kissed Naomi good-bye, then waited as the bus pulled off. She waved 
from the window, but then turned awayabrupdy.. 

Within a couple of days, Spiegel was abo sent 10 Detroit, and Bittner 
left for the West Coast. Dianne was sole Ieader of the collective. She 
called a joint meeting between our group and the White Panthers in a 
"safe" house across town. She said it was important that everybody 
attend. 

The meeting was held in a third-floor apartment of an oId tenement 
building. 1 got there about 7:30 P.M., a half hour before we were sched­
uled to begin. Several people had already arrived. The apanment be­
longed to a contact of the WhiIe Panthers who was out of town. 1 arrived 
in the middle of a criticism session of a new girl in the col1ective named 
Lynn. She was a former dancer in a chorus line in Las Vegas and had 
been in Cincinnati only a few days. Evidendy, she had spent the after­
noon in the apartment with two of the White Panthers. Dianne and 
Carol Stanton were denouncing her for "baIling any guy who was 
around" and "giving into the appetitea of maJe chauvinists:' They 
sounded like the nuns at Sto Mary's, who were atways warning us about 
the evils of sexo Before they were finished, Lynn Tan out of the 
apartment. 

"Let her go," Dianne cornmanded. "She's not tough enough. We can't 
use her." 

By now the living room was crowded and filled with the noise of idle 
chatter. People were sitting on the chairs, sofa, and ftoor, and 1 noticed a 

small box being passed around. I didn't pay much attention to it until I 
realized that each penon was removing a small capsule, popping it into 
bis mouth, and swallowing it. It was LSD. 

LSD is a hallucinogen, which scares me. I had smoked marijuana, but 
1 had never dropped acid or taken any harder drug, and I didn't want to 
begin now. I glanced around the room as the box made its way toward 
me. Dianne Donghi was on my right, sitting cross-legged near the living 
room doorway. She was pretending 10 be absorbed in a conversation 
with Carol Stanton, but I noticed she was watching me. She was ex­
tremely interested in my reaccions. 

LSD was popular on many campuses, but it wasn't used much by the 
Weathermen. I tried to recall everything I had read about LSD. The 
drug affeets each individual differently. Although most users can con­
tinue to carry on a conversation, others have distorted visions or terrify­
ing thoughts. Basically, LSD expands a person's sense of perception. 
Everything becomes more vivid, magnified---eolors, the lines on another 
person's face, the palm of your own hand. I also knew that many sacie­
ries take hallucinogenic drugs as a way of life. In Saigon, I had seen old 
men sitting for hours puffing on their opium pipes. And many Indians 
in Mexico and the Southwest conduct their religious ceremonies around 
mescale, or peyote, an hallucinogenic drug made from the dried tops of 
cactus plants. 

The small box with the LSD reached me. I tooka capsule, then passed 
the package along. 1 looked out of the comer of my eye at Donghi; she 
was watching me. I popped the capsule into the comer of my mouth and 
leaned forward in my chair and dTOpped my head so it rested between 
my two hands. AIl the while I watched Dianne. When I saw Dianne tumI

I her head to answer a question, I moved my fingers onto my moustache, 
¡ , cupped my hand slightly, and spitthe capsule into the palm of my hand. 

1 didn't think Dianne saw what I did. I hoped noto After a few minutes, I t pushed back in my chair again and crossed my arms, slipping the capsule 
into my shirt pocket. 

I relaxed. Judging by what I had read, it would take about an hour 
before the LSD would have an effect on everybody. I knew that whatever 
was coming later would involve me. All I could do was wait. 

The conversation continued. Revolution was on everyone's mind. A 
young guy we caHed Bear was pushing back while sitting on an old 
lútchen chair, when aH of a sudden the back leg cracked, and he went 
crashing 10 the floor, his legs flying upward. One of the White Panthers 
who had been watching Bear began to laugh. He couldn't stop. As Bear 
untangled himself from the chair, the White Panther laughed even har­
deL His laughter trailed off for a few moments, but then he started all 
overagain. 

The inquisition began slowly, moderately, almost like any other criti­
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cism session we hado Dianne Donghi began it by crilicizina the two White 
Panthers who had been in bed with Lynn that afteillOOft. They were 
male chauvinists. They had taken advantaF of Lynn, which reflected 
the racist chauvinistic society we lived in. 

Voices criricizing others or expounding on the revolulion nnl out 
from everywhere. For me, time draSFd. But I was sure tbat for mem, 
time didn't existo They were in another dimensiono 

An hour passed. A girl on the ftoor was rockiDIJ '-ck and forth, 
staring at the crack on the wall. The guy who had JautIhed al Bear was 
still laughing. The general conversation had grown 1IIeaDer. more vio­
lent. Carol Stanton was criticized for being loo hard on Lynn. Then 
Anne WaIton turned on me. 

"You should have defended your sister." she said accusinRly. "You 
didn't say anything. You just sat there." 

At first 1 didn't know what she was taIking about. bot then I realized 
she was talking about the verbal attack on Lynn hours before. 

Arlo Jacobs joined in. "He never says mucho He just fol1ows:' Then he 
addressed me directly. "You're afraid of responsibility." 

"Afraid of making decisions," Dianne Donghi sbouted. "Wby are you 
afraid? Why do you hold back?" 

V oices of accusation were screaming at me from a1l sides. I was sur­
rounded by vicious sounds coming at me .. a rapid-firins machine 
gun. 1 didn't answer. 1 sat motionless in the chair. trying 10 atay calm, 
appear unconcerned. But as the VOKzs grew more vebc::ment. I felt a 
twinge of fear creeping over me. 1 wasn't afraid of any of them individu­
ally, but collectively they could be dangerous, especially under the inftu­
ence of LSD. 

A White Panther pulled a switehblade knife from bis pocket, snapped 
it open, and started flipping it into thc ftoorboard in front of him. The 
periodic thumping of the knife as it sliced into the fIoor began rinpI in 
myears. 

The verbal assault went on. Dianne Donghi was the instipting force. 
She continually introduced new subjects. supplied DeW ammunition. 1 
still didn't answer, because 1 didn't know what to sayo My hands were 
tightening around the arms of the chair. My tbroat was FUinI dryer 
and, even though the room was coal. 1 was swcating. 

Dianne Donghi got up from the ftoor by the door and wandered 
around the room. Then she carne over and stood in front of me. 

"Who are you, Larry Grathwohl?" shc screamcd. "Whcre did you 
come from? What's inside you?" She sounded angry, vicious. She stared 
at me wildly. 

1 continued to look straight ahead; my eyes fixed on the leg of the sofa 
across the room. 
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Dianne hollerecl again. repeating herself. "Tell us who you are, Larry 
Grathwohl. Tell us why you joined us." 

:t The room had quieted down noW. The others realized that this was 
getting serious. They began lO clase in around me. 1 continued to stare 
straight ahead, but 1could lee the faces aII around me. 

"Do you hate us, Larry?" a von asked. "1 think you hate USo 1 mow 
you hate women." The von belonFd to Anne WallOn. She was stand­
ing over my right shoulder, so 1 couldn't lee her, but 1 mew it was she. 
Then she moved around in front of me. She had worked herself into a 
frenzy. She was so outraged, her hands were trembling. She had 
grabbed the knife the White Panther had been tossing and was pointing 
itatme. 

"You're a pig, Grathwohl," she said. 
Dianne Donghi took over now. "Pig, Grathwohl. Pig. You've been 

Iyingto us." • 
My heart was beating faster now. My mind was running wild with 

thoughts. Did they really know who 1 was? If they did,how did they find 
out? 1recapped what had happened since Donghi carne to the collective. 
She couldn't know anything about me other than what 1 had told her. 
She carne in suspicious of everybody, me especially. But this had to be a 
blufl. Donghi was acting on a hunch, a hunch that someone with my 
background wouldn't change his basic concepts. 

1 had two choices. 1could leap up and TUn for the door or play out the 
blufl. If 1 acted fast, 1 could probably get away because they weren't 
expecting it. But if 1 did, I'd be through in the movement. 1 kept think­
ing of the cop they caught in Chicago. 1 didn't feellike taking a beating. 1 
could hear Dianne's voice above the others, yelling at me. 1 decided to 

I bluff it out. Donghi wasn't going to force my hand. 
1 had to do something before they all worked themselves to such a 

1
! ~ 

pitch that they'd strike at me without thinking about it. They were all 
yelling "Pig!" with a fury that was increasing. 

tt "You killed for the pigs in Vietnam!" Donghi screamed. "Why should 
~  we believe you're not still a pig?" 
f The mention of Vietnam brought Anne Walton into the action again. 

"You killed Vietnamese women," she hollered. "You killed women and 
children." As she yelled, the knife flashed in front of my face. 

Somebody started making a noise like a pig. The noise was quickly 
copied. 

"We have a pig'" Donghi shouted to the others. "He doesn't defend 
himself. He must be a pig."� 

"When are pigs good?"� 
"Roasted."� 
"Roast pig. Roast pig," carne the chant.� 
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The only one not shouting was the sirl who was roclúng back and 
forth. She was lilte me ca1m in the center of a tornado. 

As the chanting grew louder, 1 aeted. I pusbed up on the arms of the 
chair,lifted my body off the chair, and swuntl my 1ep up onro me seat. I 
stood up on ~  chair with the psycholotJica1 advantaF of IOwering 
abovethem. 

Then 1 shouted. "¡'m a pig! I'm a pig'" This took mem by surprise. 
The chantin. stopped. 1 screamed louder: "You're ritJh1. I :un a pig'" All 
eyes were staring at me. 1 had their attenbon, but I had 10 capitaliR. fasto 

1 leaped oft' me chair, landing in a crouched poUdon on the ftoor. 1 
stayed in this position and moved rapidly around in a small círde. 'Oink. 
Oink. I'm a pi.!" 1 5CJ"eamed. Then 1 remembered the LSD eapsule in 
my pocket. lE it fell out, 1 was through. 

1 made rapid litde advances like a wild boar toward me crowd stand­
ing around me, and they retreated. It took them by surprise and kept 
them off balance. 

"Sure I'm a pig;' 1 screamed again. ··But what are you, biteh?" 1 
shouted, glariog at Anne Walton. ··What have 10u done for the Viet­
namese you aeeuse me of killing?" 

Then 1 shouted: "You've done nothing but squeallike a pig'" 1 had to 
keep the initiative. 

1 straightened up rapidly and threw my arms out as if stretehed on a 
eross. Tm a pig because 1 killed for the pigs in Vietnam. 1 was on the 
payroll of a monster that was destroying innocent men, women and 
ehildren. 

"Have any of you ever killed innocent people? No, bot 1 have. 1 admit 
it. 1 was part of a napalm-spitting monst.er. Napalm that charred liule 
ehildren to death:' 

1 let myarms fall down to my side. The room was still quieto 1 hoped 1 
hadn't overplayed my parto 1 looked around the room, preparing for a 
last statement. "That's why I'm a pig:' 1 said, and flopped back ¡nto my 
ehair. 

Nobody said anything for a few moments, then there weré murmun 
about the revolution. Everybody drifted away from me. The acid test 
was overo 1 had won. 

We stayed in the apartment for another hour. My eyes were very tired. 
1 eould� just about kecp them open. Daylight started breaking through 
the window. 1 looked out at a eold, rainy day. But later. when we finally 
broke up, 1 stood on the street, lifted my face, and let the rain fall on it. 1 
felt alive. 
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11.� 
Und81f11'OUnd� 

Two weeks after the acid test, 1 was chosen to become pan of an elitt 
group of Weathermen organized to select and destroy major targets. 
This new phase began when Dianne Don&hi &ot a phone call February 9 
from the Weather Bureau in Chica&o. directing her to tall.e her six best 
people and repon to Cleveland immediately. 

~. "' The call carne early in the morning when most of us were súll asleep. 
r� Dianne woll.e me up, saying that it was important that she talll. to me. 1 

pushed her away a few úmes, but she was persistent. When 1 finally went 
downstairs to see her, 1 was súll groggy from my heavy sleep. 

1 staned to rinse out a cup in the sink so that 1could pour coffee in it, 
but Dianne told me to forget about my stomach unúl after our talll.. "Put 
on your coat," she ordered. "You need sorne fresh air to clear your head. 
We'U take a shon walll.." 

Outside, she apologized again for being rough on me, especially dur­
ing the acid test. "1 hope you understand, but 1 had to be sure about you. 
1 carne to Cincinnaú ll.nowing that 1 could count on Spiegel and Jaflee 
because they've been so close to the movement for a long úme. But 1 had 
to find out about all the others for myself," 

1 tried to act nonchalant. 
"Don't be Mister Cool," she said. "U you hadn't come off so f---ing 

well, you wouldn't be here right now," 
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